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| "v EBECCA HEETSKY Is a very Interesting young woman.

I She is red-haired, and her skin Is milk-white, and she
has a pair of brilliant steel-blue eyes. If she had dark
eyelashes she would be a beauty. She Is twenty-two

years old.
one woks aDout sixteen, Dut tlie people wno live near ner

call her an old maid.
She lives down in Essex street. Her mother keeps a soda

stand there.
I went down to Essex street to see Rehecca Hertsky last

night. i

Essex street is a picture at night. The houses are tall and
dark and the steps are crowded with women. The sidewalks
are lined with men who are trying to sell elastic and ribbons
and shoestrings and wilted onions and withered, beets and old
fish. The street is paved with children. You have to walk very

slowly down in Essex street. You would step on a dozen
babies in less than a quarter of a block if you didn't.

Mrs. Hertsky's soda stand is almost in the middle of the
block.
On one Side of her,, there's a grocery store, where they stand

parrels or plcaeis out in front, so that purchasers can cup in

and take out a double handful without waiting for the trial of
a measure. On the other side of * the soda stand there is a

monument shop. The monuments stand out on the jralk, too,
and the monument man has a good deal of trouble keeping
the boys from playing leap frog over his nice new tombstones.
Mrs. Hertsky was very busy when I arrived at the soda
fountain.

Four young men were buying soda for four young girls.
All the young men held lighted cigars in one hand and carried

the soda In tlie other, and the girls drank from the glasses which

the yonng men held, and they laughed all the time.
"I beg your pardon," said I to Mrs. Hertsky, "is yqur

daughter here?"
Mrs. Hertsky looked darkly at me and shook her head.
She Is a big woman, with a heavy face and a pair of great

tragic black eyes. She wears her hair in little spit curls. She
would be rather a handsome woman if she were not so stout.

"Aw, she don't speak English?" said one of the young men.

"I am looking for Miss Hertsky," said I. "Perhaps you can

tell me" The girls nudged each other.
"She thinks one of vons is Miss Herfskv." said the vounsr

man who had spokenflrst. The girls hurst into shrieks of laughter.
"No," said the young man, eying me shrewdly, "Miss Hert

kyaint here. She's In the country. She I don't know nothing
about the strike."

"Who wants to see me?" asked some one from the steps of the

tenement next door. And that's how Miss Rebecca Hertsky and
I met. She came down from the steps to-see me. |

"I am going to the mass meeting," she said. "Some of the

rirot&fitL in the union promised to be there. You may go, too. if

you want to." I did want to, and so we set out to the meeting.
"I am trying to^ get the women organized," said Re. ^ca

Hertsky. "It is hard work. I am not a leader.oh, no, I could

not be that, but I want to help all I con. i

"There are 45,000 men out on strike now. That means bnsl-
UCS3. *» tr will Buuu \JilUfe mem iu tcimo u.\j \y

"Bring who to terms?"

"Why, the contractors," said Miss Hertsky; "the contractors

and the manufacturers. The contractors are as poor as we are

now, but they must join with us or starve. When the strikes
first began, eight years ago, the contractors were all our enemies.
They made money, then.$50.$75 a week. ' They were rich men.

They Would not talk with us; but they were too rich. Other people
saw It and they wanted to be rich, too; so they went and borrowed

'money and bought machines, and they took contracts, and they '

made $40 a week and grew very rich.
"Then other people came and made $20 a week, and now the

contractors make, maybe $10, maybe $12; maybe $7 or $8 a week,
and they are poor, too, and now we must all fight together.or
die together."

feebecca Hertsky speaks with a slight accent, that grows
thick when she ge' interested.

'he iffSd ' .1 -ige language for a girl from Essex street. She

.alks as if she read a good deal.

"Eight years we have been striking," she said; "eight years.

very year, at the same time. At first no one knew it, but the

manufacturers. Then some one in the newspapers heard of it

and they sent men to see us, and the men wrote and told the

papers how we lived.and how we died. And there was a

great time. The churches uptown got excited. They sent people
down here.men and women and ministers. They all had little

books. The women held their skirts up from the floor and the

men carried handkerchiefs to their faces all the time they
were down here, and they all said: 'How dreadful!' Then they
wrote In the little books. Sometimes they sent packages of

things to eat and to wear the next day. Then the police
and the doctors, they talked, and they had meetings, and said

that we lived In shamefnl houses, and that we were dying for

want of fresh air, and there was much talk, and somebody tore

out some buildings and make a park, and every one was talking
about us and our homes.

"They talk about us yet. Sometimes they come to visit us.

I've heard them call us picturesque.
"Qaa' T lrnr\x%r nnnnla horp f!fimp T will fthnw VATl." Thp

girl's face was setvwith a strange intensity.
She went into a narrow little hall, and she walked up a narrowflight of stairs. It was as dark as Egypt on the stairs. I

could not see my han d before my face.
"Don't put your hand on the banister," said Rebecca Hertsky,

"You may not find It all the time. When you do find it you
will not like it."

I followed her as quickly as I could. The stairs grew steeper
and shakier as we went up.

I could scarcely breathe for want of decent air. At last we

were at the top of the tenement. Rebecca Hertsky knocked at a

n fTwnr dnor. then she onened it and went in. The room inside

was not more than 16 feet square. There was a store in one

a Sim eaeqx "jatuoa bed in another corner, and there was a

heap of something in another corner.

There were two chairs in the room, and there was a wooden

table set against the wall.

A woman sat at a sewing machine sewing, a little girl sat on

the floor pulling threads out of a pile of vests. The child saw

ns ana spose to tne woman, rne woman turnea ner neaa ana

nodded. Then she went on sewing.
Rebecca Hertsky said something in a guttural jargon that was

like German and yet not like it- The woman nodded toward
the pile of something in the nearest corner.

Rebecca beckoned to me.
r

bit of a baby lying od stood and looked down at a little
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I followed her, ann a pile of vests. The ba^y was not more h

than two weeks old. It was very thin. "It will not live," said ^

Rebecca, quietly. "I am glad." I looked toward the woman at

the machine.
"She don't understand," said Rebecca. "She speaks nothing

t>ut Yiddish. I don't think she would care much if she could ^
understand. m

"Why should she care? a

"The baby lies there all day. At night she takes It in the c'

bed with her and the little girl. It cries at night, and she can't
^

sleep. It is sick, and it would want to die if it knew.

They are ail hungry. All the time they are hungry. Yet

they are not the poorest. They do not keep a boarder.
ci

Most of cur people keep boarders. One in each corner of

the room.

It is not nice, but they must pay the rent. tl

For such a room? t!:

Four dollars a month.

Cheap? Yes, but when you make $16 a week by working jji
aoTl,. V, . o ot/nV SV>. to wnrlr- tl

ing to make up for lost time. Forgive her if she does not stop 111

to say good-by. At the foot of the stairs Rebecca Hertsky g£

turned and looked at me. st

"Do you And us picturesque?" she said when we were out
in the street. She stood still and pointed.

"You see these houses?" she said. "They look very nice e<

from the outside.fire escapes, you see, the articles in the
papers did that, years ago.and browustone fronts, some of

them, and a good front door, and people laughing on the steps, gj
anrl AVPrv firm nf th Asn hniKPS fnll nf rnnms lilra thp A11P

you have just seen, and the people who live in these rooms Si

are 'out on strike.', Do you find it interesting? ^
"For eight years they have gone out on strike. I was a lit- S]

tie girl, the first time. My father was a coat maker. He made ^

$5 a week. He worked from 6 in the morning until 11 or 12
at night. I remember the morning hour. I had to get up first
and make the coffee. h h
"We always had coffee for breakfast, coffee and bread, and

sometimes I had been' up so late helping with the bastings, B

that I could scarcely keep my eyes open in the morning, and I
had hard work to keep from scalding myself with the hot
water. But I always went to school. My father made me do s]
that, no matter how hard times were. <h

"lie is dead now. He died one cold Winter when he had no b
work.

is
"I heard the dispensary doctor say what killed him. I

can't remember the word, but I know what he meant. h
"He meant cold and hunger, and being tired with hard work.
"When he went on strike, the last time, we went hungry ^

for days. There were four, of us children. We didn't like theI Ystrike, and we went home and begged our father to work any
way, but we were afraid. sj"When he went back to work he said we would never be so
Door azain. The contractors made fine nrnmisos nr.d sicned front n"

papers, and there was to be plenty of work, and good wages.
$8 or $10 a week, and only ten or tyelve hours work. But
the contractors changed their minds when work got slack. And
now it Is just the same again. We are not so poor. My mother'suncle left her a little money, and she has the soda stand,
and I work at finishing, myself.
"My mother's uncle was a contractor.
"Yes, all the contractors are our own people. They know

what they are doing.
"Seren /ears ago there were only 25,000 men on strike.
"Three yeafrs ago there were 35,000, and this year there

are 45,000. It is growing all the time.
"This time we will succeed. We must succeed this time

Forty-five thousand men out oa strike, <ind the women down
to join. The contractors will do anything to get us back. You
will see! You will see!"
The mass meeting was at Walhalla Hall. Walhalla Hall is

iown in Orchard street. Walhalla Hall is in a narrow i^lsmellingstreet.
There's a saloon on one side of it, and the entrance to the
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all is up a flight of narrow, ill-smelling stairs. The stairs
mre blocked as Rebecca Hertsky and I went up there.
Frowsy, unkempt, glassy-eyed men stumbled up the stairs, r

nd groped their way down by the banister.
Two big policemen stood at the head of the stairs, and said:

Take it easy, now; don't rush; plenty of time. Take it easy." >;
nd the unkempt men cowered under the policemen's eyes, and

rji;11to pushing, and elbowing, and fighting furtively the mo- .

ten the policemen looked the other way, for all the world like $
crowd of hungry, homeless, frightened dogs. A tall, hollow-^

iiested young fellow, with a waxen face, caught sight of ^ebecca Hertsky and waved his battered old hat to her, above £
le heads of the crowd. -i?
The girl flushed a little. "He's going to speak," she said. |

He's a good speaker. He tells the truth. He is not afraid." 4
The young fellow's feeble face was ablaze with intense ex- y

tement. S
For once, he was some one of Importance. |;
For once, people would look at him, and wonder what he \

lought and what he was going to say. He fought his way to jj
le platform.
"See," said Rebecca Hertsky. "See all these men. Look at f

leir faces. You can see how poor they are. You can see how ~k
ungry they are. Do you know what a man said to me about >1
lem the other day. He is a reporter. He came down here to ?£
ake what he calls a storv.
"He said that these men looked like dogs to him. Yes, he f.

dd that. Like starved dogs. He said the hungry curs in the i>
reet might as well "strike" as these men. He said they had
3 much brains as a dog, and as much courage, and he said they \
ere chased and hit and stoned, too, and he said"->. t
The young man who had waved his hat at us, walked to the S.

3ge of the platform. '>£
The blazing indignation faded from Rebecca Hertsky's face,
"S h," she said, "he begins to speak."
The young man threw up his gaunt arms in a mute appeal for faience.He did not get it. "

A few people at the front of the hall nudged each other and
it back to listen, but most of the unkempt men went on whis- t;
ering and shouting, and gesticulating, as if the young man on v
ue piatiorm did not exist. Of the few wlio did listen.some %
miled like pleased children.but the most of them looked at him
ith vague, puzzled eyes that were more pathetic than any, §
;ars could be. x
The young man spoke quietly at first. Then he raised his ^uttural voice in a strange cadence, that was half a song and |.alf a shriek. ^"He is telling them to stand fast, like men," said Rebecca f

tertsky. "He tel's them to remember the years that are gone. fi
[e tells them to lemember the other strikes. He tells them to
link of their bab'es who cry for food. He says" -V
"The usual thing," said a young man leaning across me and Jpeaking to the excited girl, "It's just as I told you the other

si.\. iiiey are poor, nungry aogs. xney DarK.tney do nor A
lte. They say these things every year." *

"Yes," said Rebecca Hertsky, her blue eyes ablaze, "and it
as true to-day as It always Is."
"And as It always will be," said the young man sharpening fjis pencil. "J
"No.no," said Rebecca Hertsky. "You shall not say so. ,i

ou shall not think so. You.and your 'story' you are always
oklug for. You will see one, one d?iy, that will interest you. tj
est, even you. It wiil be 'picturesque' enough then. We have
fcarved long enough. We are beginning to understand. For ^;ght years we have had the strike. Every year there are
lute meu wuu go out. iuis year we snail win.tnis year.
-sh.he's speaking again." WINIFRED BRACK. ? >)
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.DREN OF THE STRIKER 5.
strict by a Journal artist.) _


